I  VISIT  A  SULTAN                    91

tionate way to the potentate. Later I learnt they
were his sons.

Having salaamed to him and received his polite
reply, the Sultan of Mokallah asked us: "Who sent
me the Arabic card?"

I said it was mine.

"Yours?" cried the ruler, "how can this be?"

When he understood that I was a true Moslem, his
grave face became joyous, and from that moment the
sovereign paid more honour to me than to all the other
men before him, continually addressing his conversa-
tion to "Haji Mahmoud,"

Talking sociably to a Sultan, especially if the latter
is not very good at English, proves a cumbersome job.
Our friend made some indifferent remarks about the
weather (how wonderfully this topic keeps tongues
moving throughout the world), but I could see he kept
thinking about other matters. A description of my
conversion to Islam held his attention. Then the
monarch clapped hands and a slave ran forward.

"Give me the bag/' he ordered in Arabic.

The servant lifted an embroidered cloth and showed
a small linen sack from which we felt astonished to
see His Highness pulling several mineral samples.
For a South African like myself, whose countrymen
are everlastingly prospecting or floating companies,
this looked like a touch of the homeland, and I almost
expected him to use the familiar Johannesburg talk
about ore reserves, tonnages, and extraction facilities.

"I think," said the Sultan, "that this is coal."